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circle, gathering speed as it went and uttering long-drawn,
gasping, spasmodic sighs.
Dud had always been something of a wind-worshipper, and
he was preparing now to enjoy to the full the feeling of this
cold, slippery, invisible Being beating against his bony frame,
when he became aware that his companion was muttering some-
thing to himself. Whatever it was—probably Taliesin's chant to
the wind—the strange elemental syllables were in singular
harmony with the subhuman sounds that went sighing past
them.
'This old Welsh," he said to himself, "must be the most
primitive of all tongues. It sounds as if human inventions,
human necessities, human thought even, barely entered into it;
as if its rhythm were identical with the orchestration of the
planet, whose only notes are the motions of air and water and
its only burden the ancient sorrow of the earth. What he's
muttering now must be what the spirits of space must have
heard, rising night by night, day by day, through millions of
ages, from an earth that as yet knew no organic life."
It was curious that it should have been at this particular mo-
ment that the grotesque incident of Wizzie's kicking his stick
under their bed rushed into his mind. "She kicked it with her
bare foot," he said to himself with the bitterness of one who has
received an irremediable wrong. "She did it on purpose with
her bare foot."
He was prepared for any revelation about Wizzie's obscure
past. He was prepared to accept with philosophical calm the
most shocking details of her life with Old Funky. But this
deliberate kicking of his stick assumed, as it returned to his
mind, the proportions of an unpardonable crime.
Such were No-man's thoughts as he shifted his cudgel from
his right hand to his left the better to turn up his coat-collar, for
he began to feel chilly; but he soon became conscious that this
Mai-Dun wind was impaling him on the horns of a crisis quite
as sharp as those of any bull-god. "I must stop this business
with Thuella," he thought. "I shan't breathe a word to Wizz
about the 'scummy pond,' but I must stop it!" Chillier and
chillier he grew under the growing force of the wind; and
there came to be presented to him one of those searching
glimpses into his intrinsic self that come so seldom to mortal
men. "I could never give up my life like old Claudius," he

